


Also by May Swenson 


ANOTHER ANIMAL: POEMS 


Á 
CAGE 
OF 
SPINES 


Swenson 


Rinehart 8 Company, Inc. 





Acknowledgment is made to the following for permission to reprint poems which 
had their first publication in their magazines and books: й , 
BALLANTINE BOOKS, INC., New York, N. Y., for "To the Shore,” copyright, 1957, 
by May Swenson, from NEW POEMS BY AMERICAN POETS NO. 2 . 
THE BELOIT POETRY JOURNAL, Chicago, Illinois, for “К. Е. at Bread Loaf—His 
Hand Against a Tree,” copyright, 1957, by May Swenson . 

THE BERKELEY REVIEW, Berkeley, California, for “Deciding,” copyright, 1957, by 
May Swenson 

EPOCH, Ithaca, New York, for "Seven Natural Songs," copyright, 1 952, by May Swenson 
MADEMOISELLE, New York, N. Y., for "The Charm Box," copyright © 1958, by 
May Swenson ы 

MERIDIAN BOOKS, INC., New York, N. Y., for "Frontispiece," copyright, 1957, by 
May Swenson, from NEW POETS OF ENGLAND AND AMERICA 

THE NATION, New York, N. Y., for "Cause and Effect," copyright, 1956, by May 
Swenson, and "The Word ‘Beautiful, " copyright, 1957, by May Swenson 

NEW DIRECTIONS, New York, N. Y., for "The Wave The Flame The Cloud and 
The Leopard Speak То The Mind,” “Fountain Picce,” and "The Engagement," copy- 
right, 1957, by May Swenson, from NEW DIRECTIONS 16 IN PROSE AND POETRY 

THE NEW REPUBLIC and HARRISON-BLAINE, INC., New York, N. Y., for 
"Sunday in the Country," copyright, 1956, by May Swenson 

NEW AMERICAN LIBRARY OF WORLD LITERATURE, INC., New York, N. Y., 
for "An Extremity," copyright, 1956, by May Swenson, which was first published in 
NEW WORLD WRITING #9 

THE NEW YORKER, New York, N. Y., for the following poems which appeared 
originally in The New Yorker: “Water Picture," "Almanac," “Early Morning: Cape 
Cod,” “Forest,” “Looking Uptown,” “Ornamental Sketch with Verbs,” "The Promon- 
tory Moment," "The Tide at Long Point," “News From the Cabin," “The Poplar's 
Shadow," and "To Her Images (for I. M.)," which was first published in Tbe New 
por as "Iris at the Piano," copyright, 1954, 1955, 1956, 1957 and 1958, by May 
'wenson 

PETER OWEN, LTD., London, for "The Even Sea” and “Death Great Smoothener,” 
from SPRINGTIME Two—An Anthology of Current Trends in Literature, copyright © 
1958 by Peter Owen, Ltd. 

PARTISAN REVIEW, New York, N. Y., for “Order of Diet,” copyright, 1957, by 
May Swenson 

POCKET BOOKS, INC, New York, N. Y., for “At Breakfast” and “The Process,” 
copyright, 1955, by May Swenson, from piscovery #6, , 
POETRY, Chicago, Illinois, for “A Lake Scene,” copyright © 1958, by May Swenson 
QUIXOTE, Cornwall-on-Hudson, New York, for “Hypnotist,” “The School of Desire,” 
and “Was Worm,” copyright © 1958, by May Swenson 

THE SATURDAY REVIEW, New York, N. Y., for “Working on Wall Street,” 
right 1956, by May Swenson, “Waiting for Iż,” copyright 1957, 
"At East River,” copyright 1958, by May Swenson. 

CHARLES SCRIBNER’S SONS, New York, N. Y., for “By Morning,” which was first 
published in The New Yorker under the title “Snow by Morning,” and "Shadow- 
Maker" from POETS oF TODAY 1, copyright 1954, by May Swenson 
THE WESTERN REVIEW, Iowa City, Iowa, for "The Centaur,” 
May Swenson, and “The Legend of To Rise,” copyright, 1957, 


copy- 
by May Swenson, and 


copyright, 1956, by 
by May Swenson. 


Published simultaneously in Canada by 
Clarke, Irwin & Company, Ltd., Toronto 
Copyright 1952, 1954, 1955, 1956, 1957, 1958 by May Swenson 
Copyright © 1958 by May Swenson 
Printed in the United States of America 
All rights reserved ~ 


Library of Congress Catalog Card Number: 58-10334 


CONTENTS 


PART 1 The form is stone 
The dress is rain 





ALMANAC 9 
THE CENTAUR 10 
THE RED BIRD TAPESTRY 13 
A LAKE SCENE 14 
THE PROMONTORY MOMENT 1j 
FOUNTAIN PIECE 17 
THE WAVE THE FLAME THE CLOUD AND THE 
LEOPARD SPEAK TO THE MIND 18 
THE ENGAGEMENT 19 
IN THE EGYPTIAN ROOM 20 
THE SCHOOL OF DESIRE 21 
ТНЕ СНААМ ВОХ 22 
WAITING FOR It 24 
THE WORD “BEAUTIFUL” 25 
THE POPLAR'S SHADOW 26 
CAUSE AND EFFECT 27 
THE CLOUD-MOBILE 28 
ORDER OF DIET 29 
ZAMBESI AND RANEE 30 
THE LEGEND OF TO RISE 32 
DEATH GREAT SMOOTHENER 35 
TODAY IN WINTER’S TOWN 36 
THE PROPERTIES 37 


PART 2 Targets in the brain 


AT BREAKFAST 41 
BY MORNING 43 
HYPNOTIST 44 
WAS WORM 45 
AN EXTREMITY 46 
AM I BECOMING? 47 


SEVEN NATURAL SONGS 49 


SHADOW-MAKER jo 


TO HER IMAGES (FOR LM.) 52 
FRONTISPIECE $4 
К.Е. AT BREAD LOAF—HIS HAND AGAINST A TREE 5j 
DECIDING 56 
TWO-PART PEAR ABLE 57 
PARADE OF PAINTERS 60 
THE PROCESS 66 


PART 3 A health of yellow 


LOOKING UPTOWN 69 
WORKING ON WALL STREET 7I 
TO THE STATUE 72 
ORNAMENTAL SKETCH WITH VERBS 74 
AT EAST RIVER 75 
WATER PICTURE 76 
FOUNTAIN PIECE II 77 
TO THE SHORE 79 
EARLY MORNING: CAPE COD 80 
THE TIDE AT LONG POINT 82 
THE EVEN SEA 83 
SUNDAY IN THE COUNTRY 84 
FOREST 85 
A HAUNTED HOUSE 86 
NEWS FROM THE CABIN 88 
THE HARP go 
EXECUTIONS 9I 
THE DAY MOON 93 


SPRING UNCOVERED 
HER MANAGEMENT 


wo T Sor” 
Et ^ А ж 
ligue 
z ue 
| 


* 


Tbe form is stone 


The dress is rain 
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ALMANAC 


The hammer struck my nail, instead of nail. 
A moon flinched into being. Omen-black, 

it began its trail. Risen from horizon 

on my thumb (no longer numb and indigo) 
it waxed yellow, waned to a sliver that now 
sets white, here at the rim I cut tonight. 


I make it disappear, but mark its voyage 
over my little oval ceiling that again 

is cloudless, pink and clear. In the dark 
quarter-inch of this moon before it arrived 
at my nail's tip, an unmanned airship 
dived 200 miles to the hem of space, and 
vanished. At the place of Pharoah Cheops' 
tomb (my full moon floating yellow) 

a boat for ferrying souls to the sun 

was disclosed in a room sealed 5000 years. 


Reaching whiteness, this moon-speck waned 
while an April rained. Across the street, 

a vine crept over brick up r4 feet. And 
Einstein (who said there is no hitching 

post in the universe) at 77 turned ghost. 
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THE CENTAUR 


The summer that I was ten— 
Can it be there was only one 
summer that I was ten? It must 


have been a long one then— 
each day I'd go out to choose 
a fresh horse from my stable 


which was a willow grove 
down by the old canal. 
I'd go on my two bare feet. 


But when, with my brother's jack-knife, 
I had cut me a long limber horse 
with a good thick knob for a head, 


and peeled him slick and clean 
except a few leaves for the tail, 
and cinched my brother's belt 


around his head for a rein, 
Га straddle and canter him fast 
up the grass bank to the path, 


trot along in the lovely dust 
that talcumed over his hoofs, 
hiding my toes, and turning 


his feet to swift half-moons. 
The willow knob with the strap 
jouncing between my thighs 


was the pommel and yet the poll 
of my nickering pony’s head. 
My head and my neck were mine, . 


yet they were shaped like a horse. 
My hair flopped to the side 
like the mane of a horse in the wind. 


My forelock swung in my eyes, 
my neck arched and I snorted. 
I shied and skittered and reared, 


stopped and raised my knees, 
pawed at the ground and quivered. 
My teeth bared as we wheeled 


and swished through the dust again. 
I was the horse and the rider, 
and the leather I slapped to his rump 


spanked my own behind. 
Doubled, my two hoofs beat 
a gallop along the bank, 


the wind twanged in my mane, 
my mouth squared to the bit. 
And yet I sat on my steed 


quiet, negligent riding, 
my toes standing the stirrups, 
my thighs hugging his ribs. 


At a walk we drew up to the porch. 
I tethered him to a paling. 
Dismounting, I smoothed my skirt 


and entered the dusky hall. 
My feet on the clean linoleum 
left ghostly toes in the hall. 


W bere bave you been? said my mother. 
Been riding, I said from the sink, 
and filled me a glass of water. 


What’s that in your pocket? she said. 
Just my knife. It weighted my pocket 
and stretched my dress awry. 


Go tie back your hair, said my mother, 
and Why is your mouth all green? 
Rob Roy, he pulled some clover 

as we crossed the field, Y told her. 


THE RED BIRD TAPESTRY 


Now I put on the thimble of dream 
to stitch among leaves the red node of his body 
and fasten here the few beads of his song. 


Of the tree a cage of gilded spines 
to palace his scarlet, cathedral his cry, 
and a ripple from his beak I sew, 
a banner bearing seven studs, 
this scarf to be the morning that received his stain. 


I do with thought instead of actuality 
for it has flown. 

With glinting thimble I pull back, pull back 
that freak of scarlet to his throne: 


To worship him, enchanted cherry to a tree 
that never bore such fruit— 

who tore the veil of possibility 
and swung here for a day, 

a never-colored bird, a never-music heard, 
who, doubly wanded then, looped away. 


To find, in hollow of my throat, his call, 

and try his note on all the flutes of memory, 
until that clear jet rinses me 

that was his single play— 
for this I wear his daring and his royal eye. 


Now perfected, arrested in absence— 
my needle laid by and spread my hand— 

his claws on stems of my fingers fastened, 
rooted my feet and green my brow, 

I drink from his beak the seven beads dropping: 
I am the cage that flatters him now. 


A LAKE SCENE 


So innocent this scene, I feel I see it 
with a deer's eye, 

uncovering a first secret from this shore. 
I think of the smoothest thing: 

the inside of a young thigh, 
or the line of a torso when, prone, 

the pectoral sheathe crosses the armpit 
to the outflung arm; 

at the juncture of lake and hills, that zone, 
the lowest hill in weavings 

of fainter others overlaid, 
is a pelvis in shadow. 


The hazel waves slip toward me, 
the far arcade 
honed by the sunset; nothing tears 
the transparent skin that water 
and sky and, between them, 
the undulant horizon wears. 
No contest here, no roughness, 
no threat, 
the wind's lick mild as the lake's, 
the rock I lean on, moss-round 
as that silhouette 
in the thwart of the opposite shore; 
spruce and fir snug-wool its folds. 


My eye goes there, to the source 
of a first secret. I would be inheritor 
of the lamb’s way and the deer’s, 
my thrust take from the ground 
I tread or lie on. In thighs of trees, 
in recumbent stones, in the loins 
of beasts is found 
that line my own nakedness carried. 
Here, in an Eden of the mind, 
I would remain among my kind, 
to lake and hill, to tree and beast married. 
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THE PROMONTORY MOMENT 


Think of only now, and how this pencil, 
tilted in the sand, might be a mast, 

its shadow to an ant marking the sun's place; 
little and vast are the same to that big eye 
that sees no shadow. 


Think how future and past, afloat on an ocean 
of breath, linked as one island, 

might coexist with the promontory moment 
around the sun's disc—for that wide eye 
knows no distance or divide. 


Over your shoulder in the circular cove, the sea, 
woven by swimmers' gaudy heads, pulses an indigo 
wing that pales at its frothy edge; 

and, far out, sails as slow as clouds 

change bodies as they come about. 


Look at the standing gull, his pincered beak 

yellow as this pencil, a scarlet streak beneath the tip, 

the puff of his chest bowl-round and white, 

his cuff-button eye of ice and jet 

fixed on the slicing waves; shingle-snug, his gray wing 
tucked to his side; aloft, that plumpness, 

whittled flat, sits like a kite. 


Turn to where fishermen rise from a neck 

of rock, rooted and still, rods played like spouts 
from their hips, until, beneath the chips of waves, 
a check rips on the barb, a silver soul is flipped 
from the sea's cool home into fatal air. 


Close your eyes and hear the toss of the waves' 
innumerable curls on the brow of the world— 
that head is shaggy as Samson's, and three-fourths 
furred. And now is eternal in beard and tress 
piled green, blown white on churned sand, 

the brand of the past an ephemeral smutch 

of brown seaweed cast back to the sucking surf. 


Tomorrow the marge is replaced 

by a lace of shells, to be gathered again 

by the hairy sea when it swells; here nothing is built 
or grown, and nothing destroyed; and the buoyed 
mind dares to enmirror itself, 

as the prone body, bared to the sun, 

is undone of its cares. 


The eye, also a sun, wanders, 

and all that it sees it owns; 

the filled sail, tacking the line between water 
and sky, its mast as high as this pencil, 
becomes the gull’s dropped quill, and the fleece 
of the wave, and the sea robin's arc 

now stilled on the rock. 


FOUNTAIN PIECE 


A bird 
is perched 
upon a wing 
The wing 
is stone 
The bird 
is real 
A drapery 
falls about this form 
The form is stone 
The dress is rain 
The pigeon preens his own 
and does not know 
he sits upon a wing 
The angel does not feel 
a relative among her large 
feathers stretch 
and take his span 
in charge 
and leave her there 
with her cold 
wings that cannot fold 
while his fan 
in air 
The fountain raining 
wets the stone 
but does not know it dresses 
an angel in its tresses 
Her stone cheek smiles 
and does not care 
that real tears 
flow there 


THE WAVE THE FLAME 
THE CLOUD AND THE LEOPARD 
SPEAK TO THE MIND 


Watch and watch and follow me 
Iam all green mimicry 
In my manyness you see 
what engenders my beauty 


Dancer red and gold with greed 
Iam that which does not bleed 

On my rising breath be carried 
Twine with me and so be freed 


Ride with me and hold my mane 
I am chimzra the skein 
of everchange that's lily-lain 
above the steady mountain 


Go the circle of my cage 
I own nothing but my rage 
the black and white of the savage 
This singleness may you assuage 


THE ENGAGEMENT 


When snow 

a wing 

is folded 

over everything 


when night 
a net 

dips us 

in forget 


when blue 
my eye 
leaks into 


asky 


and floss 
your skin 
is what the 
spiders spin 


when stone 
our veins 
are parted 
chains 


when prism 
sun 

bends us 

one from one 


cross 
to where 
I flow 


in the rainbow 


seek me 

in the rock 
break 

that lock 


meet me 

in the wheel 
your thread 
РЇЇ feel 


I'll come 
to where you sink 
in the tiger's 


blink 


and catch you 

in the fish 

with my strenuous 
wish 


find me 

in the flake 
I will 
wake 


IN THE EGYPTIAN ROOM 


Camels, with imperious throats, 

prowed on a parchment sea, 

that rustling unrolls its dead tide eternally, 
have heads like smaller boats 

resting on slabs of air; 

in hieroglyphic trance the centuries, 
cupped in their eyes’ soft glance, 

might be swept bare with a down-blink 

of their lids’ coarse shining hair; 

their lips, curved too, like keels of ships; 
coffin-shaped the sacred jaw, 

wrenched open in our fantasy, reveals, 
cradled in yellowed ivory, the enwrapt king, 
gems and brocade encasing a sack of dust. 


Cats the Egyptians made to be their gods, 
seated on iron thrones, their chests arched 

like keystones of a stygian doorway where, 
between their paws as on a grand concourse, 
souls passed in absolved of time and lust, 

have become but ornaments; the scrollwork 

of their claws, the abstruse equation gripped 
within their smiles, once graphed the very letters 
of the laws on the tablets chipped from ebony; 
this the script before man, from beast torn free, 
was taught to walk in other bodies, 

to be of the temple. 


Rubbed out in the murky light of the mind’s museum 
are the faces of sacred beasts; 

the sands and winds of history have smoothed 

all but the griffin-look, the pharaohic shoulders; 

their mouths smeared closed; yet, the emanation 
thrown from their brows like 
projects the everlasting, 
that dreams the metric 


light transposed to force, 
budgeless and inert, 
of the universe, 
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THE SCHOOL OF DESIRE 


Unloosed, unharnessed, turned back to the wild by love, 
the ring you cantered round with forelock curled, 

the geometric music of this world 

dissolved and, in its place, 

alien as snow to tropic tigers, amphitheatric space, 

you will know the desert's freedom, wind and sun 
rough-currying your mane, the plenitude 

of strong caresses on your body nude. 


Released to run from me. Then will I stand 
alone in the hoof-torn ring, 

lax in my hand 

as wine leaked out the thin whip of my will, 
and gone the lightning-string 

between your eye and mine. 


Our discipline was mutual and the art 

that spun our dual beauty. While you wheeled 

in flawless stride apart, 

I, in glittering boots to the fulcrum heeled, 

need hardly signal: your prideful head 

plunged to the goad of love-looks sharper than ice. 


I gloated on the palomino of your flanks, the nice 
sprightliness of pace, 

your posture like Apollo's steed. I stood my place 
as in a chariot, 

held the thong of studded light, the lariat 

that made you halt, or longer leap, or faster. 

But you have bridled me, bright master. 


On wild, untrampled slopes you will be monarch soon, 
and I the mount that carries you to those high 

prairies steeped in noon. 

In the arena where your passion will be spent 

in loops of speed, sky's indigo unbounded 

by the trainer's tent, 
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instead of oboes, thunder's riddle, 
rain for the racing fifes, I will be absent. 


When orchestras of air shall vault you 

to such freedom, joy and power, 

I will cut the whip that sent you there, will put 
away the broken ring, and shut 

the school of my desire. 


THE CHARM BOX 


As if the knob, 
perhaps of porcelain, 
of a small calliope 
turns around twice: 


then a hush, 

while the memory 

of the dainty fragment 
is listened to 

by the box itself: 


the hermit thrush, 
that plain instrument, 
not seeming precious, 
twice releases 

its throb. 


This double jewel, 
this brief, 

lovely jangle 

is all there is in it. 


* 
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One expects the knob 

to spin and—in a rush— 
a long-looped ornament 
of every color to dangle 
down the air. 


A spoke in there 

is not broken. 

It's just that stunted 
quirk—repeated— 


and attention to 

the silence in between 
that is the amulet 
that makes the 
charm box work. 


The hermit thrush 
refuses to be luscious, 

to elaborate, to entangle, 
to interpret, to defend, 
or even to declare a goal. 


Only the strict 
reiteration of a rarity 
from this small calliope, 
until it is convinced 

its bare beginning 

is the end, and the whole. 


WAITING FOR IE 


My cat jumps to the window sill 
and sits there still as a jug. 
He’s waiting for me, but I cannot be 


coming, for I am in the room. 


His snout, a gloomy V of patience, 
pokes out into the sun. 
The funnels of his ears expect 


to be poured full of my footsteps. 


It, the electric moment, a sweet 
mouse, will appear; at his gray 
eye’s edge I'll be coming home 


if he sits on the window-ledge. 


It is here, I say, and call him 
to my lap. Not a hair 
in the gap of his ear moves. 


His clay gaze stays steady. 


That solemn snout says: It 
is what is about to happen, not 
what is already here. 


* 
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THE WORD "BEAUTIFUL" 


Long, glossy caterpillar 
with softest feet 
of audible and inaudible vowels; 


dewberry head so black 
it's silver; 
nippered lip, and fluent rump; 


who moves by the T 
at his tifted middle, 
a little locomotive hump. 


His ripple is felt 
by the palm ashamed, 
and we are loath to name him; 


hairs of his back 
a halo's paint 
we daren't put round objects anymore. 


He's tainted, 
doomed to sloth, like those 
other lunar insects such 


as Velvet, 
that we must not touch, 
or Rose, or Gold. 


His destiny— 
a myth or moth—still glows 
inside the skull, 


although his creep is blue, 
the untrusted phosphor 
of our sleep. 


THE POPLAR’S SHADOW 


When I was little, when 
the poplar was in leaf, 
its shadow made a sheaf, 
the quill of a great pen 
dark upon the lawn 
where I used to play. 


Grown, and long away 

into the city gone, 

I see the pigeons print 

a loop in air and, all 

their wings reversing, fall 
with silver undertint 

like poplar leaves, their seams 
in the wind blown. 


Time’s other side, shown 

as a flipped coin, gleams 

on city ground 

when I see a pigeon’s feather: 
little and large together, 

the poplar’s shadow is found. 


Staring at here, 

and superposing then, 

I wait for when. 

What shapes will appear? 
Will great birds swing 
over me like gongs? 

The poplar plume belongs 
to what enormous wing? 


CAUSE AND EFFECT 


Am I the bullet, 
or the target, 

or the hand 

that holds the gun, 
or the whisper 

in the brain 
saying: Aim, Fire? 


Is the bullet innocent 
though it kill? 

Must the target stand 
unblinking and still? 
Can one escape 

or the other stop 

if it will? 


Will the trigger-finger 
obey through force? 

If the hand 

reverse command, 

will the pregnant gun 
abort its curse? 


'The brain, 

surely it can refrain: 
unclench the gun, 
break open the pod 
of murder, 

let the target 

rise and run. 


First the whisper 
must be caught 
before the shot, 
the single wasp 
be burnt out: 
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Before the nest, 
infested, swarms 
to a multiple shout, 
each sting 

a trigger pressed. 


THE CLOUD-MOBILE 


Above my face is a map. 
Continents form and fade. 
Blue countries, made 

on a white sea, are erased, 
and white countries traced 
on a blue sea. 


It is a map that moves: 
faster than real, 

but so slow. 

Only my watching proves 
that island has being, 

or that bay. 


It is a model of time. 
Mountains are wearing away, 
coasts cracking, 

the ocean spills over, 

then new hills 

heap into view 

with river-cuts of blue 
between them. 


It is a map of change. 
This is the way things are 
with a stone or a star. 
This is the way things go, 
hard or soft, 

swift or slow. 
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ORDER OF DIET 


I 

Salt of the soil and liquor of the rock 
is all the thick land’s food and mead. 
And jaws of cattle grip up 

stuffs of pasture for their bellies’ need. 
We, at table with our knives, 

cut apart and swallow other lives. 


2 
The stone is milked to feed the tree; 
the log is killed when the flame's hungry. 
To arise in the other's body? 
Flank of the heifer we glut, we spend 
to redden our blood. Then do we send 
her vague spirit higher? Does the grain 
come to better fortune in our brain? 


3 
Ashes find their way to green; 
the worm is raised into the wing; 
the sluggish fish to muscle slides; 
eventual chemistry will bring 
the lightning bug to the shrewd toad's eye. 
It is true no thing of earth can die. 


4 

What then feeds on us? On our blood 
and delectable flesh: the flood 

of flower to fossil, coal to snow, 

genes of glacier and volcano? 

And our diamond souls that are bent 
upward? To what beast's intent 

are we the fodder and nourishment? 


ZAMBESI AND RANEE 


Because their mothers refused to nurse them, the two fe- 
male animals in this compartment were reared together 
by hand from early infancy . . . They are firm friends 
and strongly resent separation. While Zambesi, the lion, 
is inclined to be rough and aggressive, Ranee, the tiger, 
easily dominates ber.-From a plaque at the Bronx Zoo 


The tiger looks the younger and more male, 
her body ribbed with staves as black as Bengal’s 
in the next den. Clear green her eyes, 
in the great three-cornered head, set slantwise; 
her hips as lean, her back as straight, 
she’s a velvet table when she walks, and able 
to bound ten feet to the level where her meat 
is flung at feeding time. 


The lion, square-bodied, heavy-pelted, less grand, 
her maneless, round-eared head held low, 

slouches and rocks in sand-colored nakedness, 

drag-bellied, watchful and slow; her yellow eyes 
jealous, something morose in the down-hook 

of her jaw; her tail, balled at the end, 

like a riding crop taps at the bars. 


They twine their shared pavilion, each spine 
tracing an opposite figure eight. Paired females, 
they avoid each other’s touch; but if, passing, 
as much as a whisker of that black-and-orange head 
grazes the lion's flank, her topaz eye narrows: 
irascibly she turns with slugger’s paw 
` to rake the ear of her mate. 


Then rampant, they wrestle; rich snarls 
in coils pour from their throats and nostrils. 
Like soft boulders the bodies tumble each other down. 
And then, not bothering to rise, they lounge, 
entangled chest to chest. Not hate embroils them, 
but that neither will be humble to the other; 
nor will the tiger, in earnest, test her quickness 
against the lion’s weight. 


Few sights can still surprise us in the zoo, 
though this is the place for marvels. 
These odd heroines do attract us. Why? 
Crouched on sinewy elbows, sphinxes, they project 
vast boredom. Those still heads outstare 
some horizon of catlike time, while we, in vain, 
expect a gleam from eye to eye between them, 
a posture of affection, or some clue . . . 


Bemused at the bars, some watchers smile and read 
Zambesi and Ranee upon their card: 
They might ring the bell, introduce themselves 
and be welcome. The life these ladies lead, 
upon a stage, repeats itself behind the walls 
of many city streets; silent, or aloud, 
the knowing crowd snickers. 


Refused to nurse them, simpering mothers read, 
and tighten the hold on Darling’s hand: “Look 
at the pussy cats!” they coax, they croon, 
but blushing outrage appals their cheeks— 
that this menage calls down no curse, 
not only is excused, but celebrated. 
They'd prefer these captives punished, who 
appear to wear the brand some captivated humans do. 


THE LEGEND OF TO RISE 


On a certain island 
(this was long ago) 
among a savage people 
when a man died 
the others took spears 
stones and blazing coals 
and punished his body 
while gibbering drums 
ridiculed his crime 
With taunts and curses 
and salivary rage 
they spewed his rigid face 
gouged and flayed 
his bloodless flesh 
burned his hair 
and boiled his eyes 
till the sockets cracked 
When the corpse was chopped 
to chunks and charred 
the ashes and black bones 
were pushed into a hole 
Young boys were made 
to dip their tongues in it 
while the women chanted 
a warning to remember 
the loathsome taste of death 
Anthropologists find 
that among this people 
many lived 300 years 
(some even longer) 
The purest among them 
a shaman of the tribe 
who longest had succeeded 
in avoiding death 
evolved an Other Body 
impervious to the weakness 
that lets a man sink 
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to the lowest crime 
This wise man taught 
that the earth is drenched in death 
the epidemic spreading 
from a toxin in the stones 
seething in her belly 
and that the earth herself 
a living body once 
and born without sin 
has been rotting in her slime 
these million years 
The shaman it is told 
took a small company 
of chosen followers 
the purest of the tribe 
and spent a century 
teaching them to Rise 
To Rise was a ritual 
an exercise 
to change their bodies 
perfect their control 
and make them ready 
for the High Journey 
to discover a New Earth 
innocent of death 
And the legend tells 
how the shaman rose 
but how the others fell 
on the High Journey 
back to death-ridden earth 
and eventually died 
There is pictured 
in the caves of this people 
the shaman in his Other Body 
risen to the New Earth 
herself an Other Body 
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with a new Genesis 
The New Earth is shown 
peopled by the shaman alone 
by means of a new genital 
fostered within him 
through purity and strength 


DEATH 
GREAT SMOOTHENER 


Death 
great smoothener 
maker of order 
arrester unraveler sifter and changer 
death great hoarder 
student stranger drifter traveler 
flyer and nester all caught at your border 
death 
great halter 
blackener and frightener 
reducer dissolver 
seizer and welder of younger with elder 
waker with sleeper 
death great keeper 
of all that must alter 
death 
great heightener 
leaper evolver 
great smoothener 
great whitener 


TODAY IN WINTER’S TOWN 


I 
Up there we rode 
a knife, that slid 


through mountains of snow. 


It was summer: the snow 
was in the sky: great high 
solid buttes ahead, piled 


on blue—built 
of white silence. 
But, pierced, were veils: 


behind them silver 
veils, behind them 
denser veils; the gray 


layered middle hid 
snarled balls of thunder. 
The wing we rode on vanished, 


the engine's amputated 
pupa struggled on— 
shuddered up, and out—grew 


new blades in the sun, 
flash-raced along 
a slope of snow again. 


We passed through mountains 
then, our youth swift as 
years were insubstantial; 


our sharp car lifted 
into illusion, or dove 
down frighteningly far. 
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Today in winter's town, 
in my motionless chair, 
I ride beside a window where 


blue motes rush 
backwards by me—brick 
across the street obliterated 


by those thick veils 
that glitter as if lightning 
stained them still. 


Those hills of cloud 
are pouring down to earth 
in grains that seethe 


the air—while, wingless, 
I ride the twilight’s 
center, in my chair. 


THE PROPERTIES 


New time is long 
Old time short 
The old is emptied 
And curled up 
Now is a full case 
The folds expand 
Its crowd-shapes 
Feel not their end 
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Used time re-used 
Thins and dulls 

The strip is thick 

If freedom pulls 

It from the spool 

At first unwinding 
Loose and clear 

It foresees no rebinding 


Future time 

As if it stood 

In weight its maker 
Comes to add 

A cube to its structure 
Raw and stern 

The shadow-fixture 
Howls to be born 


In motion and feature 
And to think 

A fresh universe 
From the rank 

Of the old old limit 

Is mind’s game 

And innocent infinity 
The same 


New time short 

Used time is long 
Beginning vacant 

Тепа my song 

Then what seams 

Is only art 

Holds wide and narrow 
Up and down apart 


PART 2 
* 


Targets in the brain 


AT 
BREAKFAST 


Not quite 
spherical 
White 
Oddly closed 
and without a lid 


A smooth miracle 
here in my hand 
Has it slid 
from my sleeve? 


The shape 
of this box 
keels me oval 
Heels feel 
its bottom 
Nape knocks 
its top 


Seated 
like a foetus 
I look for 
the dream-seam 


What’s inside? 
А sun? 
Off with its head 
though it hasn’t any 
or is all head no body 


a 
One 


Neatly 
the knife scalps it 
Iscoop out 
the braincap 
soft 
sweetly shuddering 
Mooncream 
this could be 
Spoon 
laps the larger 
crescent 
loosens a gilded 
nucleus 
from warm pap 


A lyrical food 


Opened 
a seamless miracle 
Ate a sun-germ 


Good 


BY MORNING 


Some for everyone 
plenty 


and more coming 


Fresh dainty airily arriving 
everywhere at once 


Transparent at first 
each faint slice 
slow — soundlessly tumbling 


then quickly thickly a gracious fleece 
will spread like youth like wheat 
over the city 


Each building will be а hill 
all sharps made round 


dark worn noisy narrows made still 
wide flat clean spaces 


Streets will be fields 
carsbe fumbling sheep 


A deep bright harvest will be seeded 
in a night 


By morning «e'll Бе children 
feeding on manna 


a new loaf on every doorsill 


HYPNOTIST 


His lair framed beneath the clock 

a red-haired beast hypnotic in the room 

glazes our eyes draws us close 

with delicious snarls and flickers of his claws 
We stir our teacups and our wishes feast 

on his cruelty 


Throw the Christian chairs to him 
a wild child in us cries 

Or let us be Daniel bared 

to that seething maze his mane 
Loops of his fur graze the sill 
where the clock's face looks scared 


Comfort-ensnared and languorous 

our unused daring roused resembles him 
fettered on the hearth's stage 

behind the iron dogs 

He's the red locks of the sun 

brought home to a cage 


Hunched before his flaring shape 
we stir our teacups 

We wish he would escape 

and loosen in ourselves the terrible 
But only his reflection pounces 

on the parquet and the stair 


WAS WORM 


Was worm 
swaddled in white 


Now tiny queen 
in sequin coat 
peacockbright 
drinks the wind 
and feeds 


on sweat of the leaves 


Is little chinks 

of mosaic floating 
Or a scatter 

of colored beads 


Alighting pokes 
with her new black wire 
the saffron yokes 


On silent hinges 
openfolds her wings' 
applauding hands 


Weaned 

from coddling white 
to lakedeep air 

to blue and green 


Is queen 


AN EXTREMITY 


Roused from napping in my lap 

this nimble animal or five-legged star 

parts its limbs sprat-wide 

See where they glide to focus at their base as spokes of a harp 
Blunt and fat the first 

sharp-tipped tapping the next 

the third authentic and the fourth shy 

the least a runt begs pardon for his stature Why 

they're separate beasts I see and not one beast with legs 


Or a family of dolls 

You could dress the tallest as a boy 

Already his sister wears a silver belt 

That's a toy-baby by her curled if you put a bonnet on it 
Here's agile-joint the pointed the smart wife 
Square-head short and papa-perfect sits apart 

in dignity a wart at knuckle 


Turned over open inner skin is vellum — Here's a map 

Five islands spread from the mainland in the fist 

Seen flat it’s a plain 

Forked rivers thread to the wrist 

or call them roads the rosy pattern sprawled in an M 

Forests are stitched with prick-hatched pine-tree criss-marks 
Whorled lines are ploughed land And 

ending each pentacle beach are U-bands of sea-tippled sand 


Left one looked at right one writes 

Star Harp Beast Family of Five 

Map laid live in my lap 

Clapped together the two arrive are stated 
the poem made extremities mated 


AM I BECOMING? 


Where I am becoming 
in the square 
am I becoming? 
His bristles stroke 
and bristles appear 
to be my brows of umber 


His squint tarries 
on the blank square 
then seizing the print 
from the seeing pair 
in the chair 
his wand darts 
to demon blue 
Cobalt pupils 
receive their tint 


A snitch of white 
of purple a drop 
his soft switch 
leaves nostrils here 
I smell what he weaves 
a petal of zinc 
the gloss of jasmine 
and turpentine’s ozone 
suggesting the zest 
of a sneeze 
With lampblack raw 
as pitch he draws the 
undulation of my jaws 


Naples Yellow 
a glistening tail 
muddies itself in ochre 
Rough spokes 


he sets in motion 


Skull feels its roots 
their pull and sprout 
confirm it round 
and able to beckon 
From clavicle’s ground 
a stem becomes a neck 


Alizarin Crimson 
(in Arabic this means 
juice) the lash 
is dipped into its pool 

Prickles scour my cheeks 
their small ecstatic slaps 
cool from the peaks 
upon the palette 

Now the lips are fed 

I taste the smile 
he points with Madder Red 


Shade slips with the 
charcoal down my head 

Dark Violet and Iron 
oils the eyelid 

Opposite in window light 
a spectral chrome 
marks the gnomish snuggle 
of the ear 

I hear the scratch 
of that stiff wand 
that dents the pond 
Verd Emeraude 
to match and to begin 
the scarf at my chin 


I am becoming 
Am I becoming in the square? 


He peers where 
at the side and in the air 
a fugitive light enters 
to spear the iris 


Bristles twinkle 
in Chinese White 

My double stare suddenly 
sees him! 

The square is occupied 


I have been transferred 
from my chair 


With eyes he made 
I see his wrist 
the twist of hair 
wade in umber 
carried to a corner 
to hide his name 
and the year's number 


SEVEN NATURAL SONGS 


Awoke and stretched in all the bodies 
lofted on sinewy іг Clipped out 
beak-shaped cries and skinned the mist 
from the morning 


Stood wooden wiggled in earth way under 
A toenail scraped a mammoth’s tusk 
Jounced and jittered all these lippy leaves 


Slicked along meddling with rocks Tore 
their ears off gradually Sparkling made 
them hop and holler down a slate-cold throat 


Humped up sucked in all my thongs 
belly-deep to the roaring core — Recoiled 
for a big yellow bloom Burst and hurled 
wide open pods of light everywhere 


Loosened and looled elongate in hammocks 
of blue ^ Evasive of shape and the eggshell’s 
curve Without taint or tint or substance 
dissolved in fleecy sloth 


Pricked up out of each pore urgent ambitious 
itching to be even — Scurried and spread 

so all is kept level ^ Forever unfinished 

my mass fernal mystery Ants read its roots 
tell its juices to sand 


Once cloud now all memory my motion 
Amorphous creeping slow as sleep to a full 

black gulping flood The small five-fingered 

blot enlarged beyond identity Heavy unslaked 
still hunting form The hiding place 


The necessary horror 
1 Birds 2 Tree 3 Waterfall 4 Sun 
5 Clouds 6 Grass 7 Shadow 
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SHADOW-MAKER 


After a season 

apparently sterile he 

displays his achievements 
Scale upon layered scale 
frieze upon frieze of animate 
pointed perfect spine-bright 


notes are they? 
gestures for a dance? 
glyphs of a daring alphabet? 
Innumerable intimations 
on one theme 
A primal color haunts the whole design 


Shadows aping the shapes 

of all his strokes 

with inbetweens of dark concavity imply 
an elaboration other than the seen 
flashing intervals of quills of light 
that multiply these forms to a luxury 


These finished feathers 

or pennants 

comblike along their staffs 
hide what they depend on 
like profuse transparent surf 
the basic waves 


So his body 

stiff and occult 

twisted by rocks and years 
patient and awkward 
there beneath 
is hardly noticed 


Bars of solid black 

his acrobatic arms 

peer through as pauses 
In chunks of deeper greener silence 
the denser language of roots 
is voluble by very absence 


TO HER IMAGES (For LM.) 


As if the aimed 
heads of swans 
with reaching necks 
their napes curved 
came to their images 
To the glozed 
the sleeping surface 
black-white-beamed 
her hands on sinuous arms 
the wrists reared dipped 
Dilations of light ran 
rapid and chill 
from the high splints 
on the panel 
Lower the fingers 
spanned plunged like bills 
and slower orbits began 
and opened 
A kind of dawn awoke 
clean in the bone 
of the ear 
clear lake-lappings 
against the steady 
breasts of swans 
Targets in the brain 
were pierced by rays 
glancing from the poises 
of those scarcely plucking 
beaks on the keys’ 
reflected pinions 
Then prongs ripped 
a heavy element 
strong muscled like whirlpool 
flinching the heart’s drumskin 


Whips of light across the eyes 
those swans 
and her body dived 
In groans as of great 
stones embracing under water 
she came to her images 
Then silence a long 
mirror rose upright 


FRONTISPIECE 


In this book I see your face and in your face 
your eyes holding the world and all else besides 
as a Cat's pupils rayed and wide 

to what is before them and what more alive 
ticks in the shadows flickers in the waves 


Your hair in a slow stream curves 

from your listening brow 

to your ear shaped like a sea-thing found 

in that water-haunted house where murmurs 
your chaste-fiercename The vow 


that corners your mouth 

compelled you to that deep between words and acts 
where they cross as sand with salt 

There spills the layered light 

your sockets lips and nostrils drank 


before they sank 

On stages of the sea the years tall 

tableaus build The lighthouse you commanded 
the room the oak and mutable Orlando 

reoccur as the sea’s pages to land's mind — The wall 


the steep and empty slate 

your cane indented until you laid it as a mark 
above where the tide would darken 

is written in weed and shell how you were sane 
when walking you wrapped your face 


in the green scarf 

the gray 

and then the black 

The waves carve your hearse and tomb 
and toll your voyage out again again 


R. F. AT BREAD LOAF 
HIS HAND AGAINST A TREE 


His hand on the saw 
ed off should 
er of a tree 
Companions he and the cross 
grained bark 
crusted fellow from whose stub 
born t hickness limb 
er switches lean 
and wag young leaves 
Lines in that hand 
whorls in that tree re 
cord a brothers’ chronic 
le the stoic accrual of s 
elfhood from the c ore out 
Flat of his palm and flat 
of the cut fork meet fit 
tingly 


Lots of trees in the fo 
rest but this one's an O 
a K that's plan 
ted hims elf and nob 
oddy has k nots of that hand 
some polish or the knarl 
edge of ear th or the obs 
tiny ate servation his blueyes 
make or the tr easures his sent 
ient t humb les find 


His sig nature's on the he art 
of his time 


Snowcrop on rude dy square b 
locked f orehead 
on summer's dreamhead 
Snowrims over w him sey t wink 
led blueyes 
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And veined in autumn g love 
that ax and ax 
iom h ardent hand 

O may it feel many sp rings 
widening warm hone y ed 


g lad as the c limb of youth 


DECIDING 


Deciding to go on digging doing it 
what they said outside wasn't any use 
inside hiding it made it get ambitious 
like a potato in a dark bin it grew 
white grabbers for light 

out of its navel-eyes not priding 
itself much just deciding 

it wasn't true inside what they said 
outside those bumps were 


All humped alike dumped inside 
slumped in burlap said roots are no 
good out of ground a fruit’s 

crazy to want to be a flower besides 
it’s sin changing the given shape 
bursting the old brown skin's 
suicide wishing to taste like a tulip 


to sip colored light outside thumps 
said it isn't right 


Deciding to keep on striding 

from inside bursting the bin-side 
poking out wishes for delicious 
opposites turning blind eyes to strong 
fingers touching meaning more than 
sight the navel scars of weaning 

used for something finally deciding 

to go on digging doing it 


* 
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TWO-PART PEAR ABLE 


1. Something Missing 


In a country where 

every tree is a pear tree 

it is a shock to see 

one tree 

(a pear tree undoubtedly 
for its leaves are the leaves 
of a pear) 

that shows no pears 


It is a fairly tall tree 

sturdy 

capable looking 

its limbs strong its leaves glossy 
its posture in fact exceptionally 
pleasing 


but there 

among the true pear trees 
all of which show pears 
the pear tree with no pears 
appears (to say the least) 
unlikely 

and therefore 

unlovely 


You see 

those globes invariably 

grow in the trees of that country 
There are no other kinds of trees 
and pears in the pear trees 

are what make them trees 

as much 

(no even more than) 

their leaves 

Otherwise they would be named 
leaf trees 
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Pears are what the trees bave 
The leaves are accessory 
They are there 

to set off the shapes 

and colors of the fruits 

and shade them 

(naturally) 

and shelter them 

It is as if the trees 

were great cool nests for the pears 
So that a nest 

like the rest (apparently) 
but empty 


is inconceivable 
Like seeing a ghost 
or at most a body 
without bones 


It is a shock 

and a pity to see 
a pear tree 

that can’t be 
but is 


2. Something Added is Worse 


But in another country 
where there 

are trees just trees 

and no one has ever seen 
a fruit tree 

of any kind 

(much less specifically 
a pear tree) 

suppose a pear tree 


* 
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(This country must be 
entirely imaginary 
you say and we agree 
The other's unlikely 
but could be) 


Suppose suddenly 

in between leaves 

(that are the "fruits" actually) 
another sort of a leaf 

but differently 

shaped and colored 

heavier 

and depending from a gross 
stem were discovered 

And then more and more 


And finally 

it is seen that this tree 

is infested with pears 

(not named that yet of course) 
hidden 

but obviously 

getting bigger 

growing there with the leaves 


And someone says 

How horrible 

these leaves are turning into 
into fruits 

(fortuitously 

inventing an aggressive 
name for it) 


There will be 
general revulsion won't there? 


There will be 
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demand for expulsion 


which could easily 
succeed 
for the time being 


And in that country's 
dictionary 

it will be 

a long while before you see 


the word pear 


PARADE OF PAINTERS 


ASSIGNMENT OF COLORS 


Cezanne green 
Modigliani orange 
Picasso blue 
Gaugin brown 


Renoir pink 
Matisse yellow 
Monet violet 
Van Gogh red 


Manet white 
Corot ochre 
Millet wheat 


Lautrec slate 
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Vuillard zebra 

de la Fresnaye flamingo 
Fragonard umber 
Poussin taupe 


Goya ash 
Greco purple 
Titian pimento 
Hals milk 


Rembrandt clove 
Velasquez iron 
Courbet smoke 


Rubens gold 


Bonheur poppy 
Delacroix iris 
Rousseau pepper 
Degas clay 


Daumier apple 
Pissarro marble 
Redon maze 
Seurat poplar 


Derain oak 
Dufy azure 
Soutine black 
Rouault blood 


ASSIGNMENT OF TEXTURES 


Roualt serge 
Soutine plumage 
Dufy pearl 
Derain froth 
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Seurat linen 
Redon chamois 
Pissarro privet 
Daumier hair 


Degas birch 
Rousseau bees 
Delacroix viscera 
Bonheur snow 


Rubens thunder 
Courbet onyx 
Velasquez gentian 
Rembrandt light 


Hals pine 
Titian leather 
Greco quills 
Goya coins 


Poussin grass 
Fragonard wine 

de la Fresnaye fleece 
Vuillard geranium 


Lautrec pears 
Millet cobbles 
Corot fog 


Manet porcelain 


Van Gogh talons 
Monet moon 
Matisse thistles 


Renoir moss 


Gaugin balsam 
Picasso bone 
Modigliani ice 
Cezanne sea 
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ASSIGNMENT OF SHAPES 


Soutine trumpet 
Derain eel 
Seurat hourglass 
Pissarro dhow 
Rousseau corolla 
Bonheur conch 
Rubens narwhal 
Velasquez groin 


Titian heron 

Goya gnome 
Poussin lantern 

de la Fresnaye hoof 
Millet urn 

Monet eye 

Van Gogh anvil 
Matisse heart 


Picasso window 
Cezanne javelin 
Modigliani mask 
Rouault mummy 
Gaugin sundial 
Dufy glove 
Renoir mirage 
Redon borzoi 


Manet alembic 
Daumier pistol 


Corot scarab 
Degas witchmoth 


Lautrec cloak 
Delacroix mouth 


Vuilliard chimera 
Courbet acorn 


Fragonard whistle 
Rembrandt burnoose 
Greco knot 


Hals caliper 


ORDER OF ASSEMBLY 


Modigliani mask ice orange 
Gaugin sundial balsam brown 
Matisse heart thistles yellow 


Van Gogh anvil talons red 
Corot scarab fog ochre 
Lautrec cloak pears slate 


de la Fresnaye hoof fleece flamingo 
Poussin lantern grass taupe 
Greco knot quills purple 


Hals caliper pine milk 
Velasquez groin gentian iron 
Rubens narwhal thunder gold 


Delacroix mouth viscera iris 
Degas witchmoth birch clay 
Pissarro dhow privet marble 
Seurat hourglass linen poplar 
Duty glove pearl azure 
Rouault mummy serge blood 
Cezanne javelin sea green 
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Picasso window bone blue 
Renoir mirage moss pink 
Monet eye moon violet 

Manet alembic porcelain white 
Millet urn cobbles wheat 
Vuillard chimera geranium zebra 


Fragonard whistle wine umber 
Goya gnome coins ash 


Titian heron leather pimento 


Rembrandt burnoose light clove 
Courbet acorn onyx smoke 


Bonheur conch snow poppy 


Rousseau corolla bees pepper 
Daumier pistol hair apple 


Redon borzoi chamois maze 


Derain eel froth oak 
Soutine trumpet plumage black 


THE PROCESS 


Lie down upon your side 
and fold your knees 
Bend your hands at the wrist 
against your chest 
as a cat or dog does in repose 


Close your eyes and feel 
your brow smooth out like a small 
cloth in the wind 
or a brook slipping 
to gentle waterfall 


Now wait for what will happen 
Something will 


Beneath this hill of breathing hair 
a steep mine 
Within this ear 
oracles of echoes seep 
Wide and clear the eyelid's dome 
a galaxy where suns collide 
and planets spin and moons begin 


Words are birds perceived 
in a secret forest 
Fed by nerve and vein they hop 
from twig to twig and up 
an ivory ladder to the top 
where it is light and they remain 
and are believed 


PART 3 
Ж 
А bealtb of yellow 


LOOKING UPTOWN 


All cars run one way: 

toward the point of the wedge 
where the sky is pinched 

in the meeting of perpendiculars. 


Over mats of shadow, through 
rents of sun, the cars run 

with a sound of ripping cloth 
in the gape of the avenue, 


and cram where it narrows 
far uptown. The metallic back 
of something scaly 

oozes there in its trap. 


Here in the foreground, 
gigantic terraces 

of stone to left and right, 
inlaid with squares of mirror; 


and the suede 

shadows mimic on cement 
angular rhomboids, flat parapets, 
so that the cars purr 


over wide checkers. 
Along the corridor, 

the eye, as well, must race, 
drawn by a stream 


of horizontal threads 
fastened to that far 
blue slice. At every crossing, 


pairs of hooded lights 


decide to let the cars 
proceed. But in the vise 

a glinting lizard pack 
strangles, drained of speed, 


while the free eye dives on, 
true and straight, 

up the open vertical, 

and swallows space. 


WORKING ON WALL STREET 


What's left of the sunset's watered blood 
settles between the slabs of Wall Street. 
Winter rubs the sky bruise-blue as flesh. 
We head down into the subway, glad 

the cars are padded with bodies so we 
keep warm. Emptied from tall closets 
where we work, on the days' shelves 
reached by elevators, the heap of us, 
pressed by iron sides, dives forward under 
the city—parcels shipped out in a trunk. 


The train climbs from its cut to the trestle. 
Sunset's gone. Those slabs across the murky 
river have shrunk to figurines, reflecting 
the blush of neon—a dainty tableau, all 
pink, on the dresser-top of Manhattan— 
eclipsed as we sink into the tunnel. 

The train drops and flattens for the long 
bore under Brooklyn. 


Night, a hiatus hardly real, tomorrow 

this double rut of steel will racket us back 

to the city. We, packages in the trade 

made day after day, will tumble out of 

hatches on The Street, to be met by swags 

of wind that scupper off those roofs 

(their upper windows blood-filled by the sun.) 
Delivered into lobbies, clapped into upgoing 
cages, sorted to our compartments, we’ll be 
stamped once more for our wages. 


TO THE STATUE 


The square-heeled boat sets off for the Statue. 
People are stuck up tight as asparagus stalks 
inside the red rails (ribbons tying the bunch.) 


The tips, their rigid heads against the fog, 
all yearn toward the Statue; dents of waves 
all minimize and multiply to where 


she, fifteen minutes afar (a cooky-tin-shaped- 
mother-doll) stands without a feature 
except her little club of flame. 


Other boats pass the promenade. It's exciting 
to watch the water heave up, clop the pier, 
and even off: a large unsteady belly, 


oil-scaled, gasping, then breathing normally. 
On the curved horizon, faded shapes of ships, 
with thready regalia, cobweb a thick sky. 


Nearer, a spluttering bubble over the water 
(a mosquito's skeletal hindpart, wings detached 
and fused to whip on top like a child's whirltoy) 


holds two policemen. They're seated in the air, 
serge, brass-buttoned paunches behind glass, 
serene, on rubber runners, sledding fog. 


Coming back, framed by swollen pilings, 
the boat is only inches wide, and flat. 
Stalk by stalk, they've climbed into her head 


(its bronze is green out there, and hugely spiked) 
and down her winding spine into their package, 
that now bobs forward on the water's mat. 


Soon three-dimensional, colored like a drum, 
red-staved, flying a dotted flag, 
its rusty iron toe divides the harbor; 


sparkling shavings curl out from the bow. 

Their heads have faces now. They've been to the Statue. 
She has no face from here, but just a fist. 

(I think of the flame carved like an asparagus tip.) 


ORNAMENTAL SKETCH WITH VERBS 


Sunset runs in a seam 
over the brows of buildings 
dropping west to the river, 
turns the street to a gilded stagger, 
makes the girl on skates, 
the man with the block of ice, 
the basement landlady calling her cat 
creatures in a dream, 


scales with salamander-red 
the window-pitted walls, 
hairs the gutters with brindled light, 
helmets cars and boys on bikes 
and double-dazzles 
the policeman's portly coat, 
halos the coal truck where 
nuggets race from a golden sled, 


festoons lampposts to fantastic trees, 
lacquers sooty roofs and pavements, 
floats in every puddle 

pinks of cloud, 
flamingos all the pigeons, 
grands all dogs to chows, 
enchants the ash cans into urns 

and fire-escapes to Orleans balconies. 


Tugboat: 


Floating Gulls: 


The Bay: 


On the Bridge: 


A Plane: 


That Steamer: 


Brooklyn: 


AT EAST RIVER 


A large shoe 
shuffles the floor of water, 
leaving a bright scrape. 


Ballet slippers, dirty-white, 

walk awkward backward. 

Bobbing closer: yellow-pointed painted 
wooden shoes. 


Flat, shiny, rustling 
like parquet under the bridge's 
balustrade of gray garlands. 


Slow skates of cars (a distant whisper) 
and the long swishing foot of a train. 


Turns on its elegant heel: 
a spark, a click 
of steel on blue. 


The top of a short boot, red and black, 
budging deep water wading to the sea. 


A shelf of old shoes, 
needing repair, 

but clean knots of smoke 
are being tied and untied. 


WATER PICTURE 


In the pond in the park 
all things are doubled: 
Long buildings hang and 
wriggle gently. Chimneys 
are bent legs bouncing 

on clouds below. A flag 
wags like a fishhook 
down there in the sky. 


The arched stone bridge 

is an eye, with underlid 

in the water. In its lens 

dip crinkled heads with hats 
that don't fall off. Dogs go by, 
barking on their backs. 

A baby, taken to feed the 
ducks, dangles upside-down, 

a pink balloon for a buoy. 


Treetops deploy a haze of 
cherry bloom for roots, 
where birds coast belly-up 

in the glass bow] of a hill; 
from its bottom a bunch 

of peanut-munching children 
are suspended by their 
sneakers, waveringly. 


A swan, with twin necks 
forming the figure three, 
steers between two dimpled 
towers doubled. Fondly 
hissing, she kisses herself, 
and all the scene is troubled: 
water-windows splinter, 
tree-limbs tangle, the bridge 
folds like a fan. 
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FOUNTAIN PIECE II 


In a circular mirror 
of stippled water, 
the peculiar color 


such waters are— 
the shade of shade 
or of morbid willow, 


the dusk of dusk 
or of drowned moss— 
a float for lilies, 


their white teats 
even in sunlight chill, 
there stands at center 


a double goblet, 
a stone cake 
or loving cup, 


or huge Susan, 
twirling, it seems, 
with the wind’s push 


at the crystal ropes 
of gauzy water 
at the stone rims 


of the two bowls; 
the lower and larger 
being the roof 


of a kind of temple 
with pleated columns 
and miniature arches 


forming a porch 
for the jazz of water; 
and under the other, 


as in a pavilion 
of scalloped stone, 
still and immune 


behind the flicker 
of flouncing water, 
four grave cherubs 


holding hands, 
press stone buttocks 
against stone; 


a tier above them 
upon a dais 
of saucered stone 


in shifting water, 
an angel strides 


with full-sprouting wings, 


her determined thighs 
shunting the folds 
of her robe apart, 


and heavy waves 
clap at her heel; 
she the triumph 


of the twirling Susan, 
trailing swags 
of clear hysteric water; 


she the cake's 
intricate pinnacle, 
the goblet's frothy 


cream of stone, 
or the fixture of fortune 
on the loving cup; 


her wings whipped out 
from arrogant shoulders 


above the drool 


of the blown water 
that, bowl to bowl, 
lashes the pool 
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with the sound of harsh 
lace being torn, 
or shavings of glass, 


wind-shivered and strewn, 
that stipples the lower 
circle where, 


at the foot of the goblet 
lilies prick 
in the shade of shade, 


in the dusk of dusk, 
the color 
of drowned moss. 


TO THE SHORE 


Wheels flee on silky steel. We are seated 

in a glass tube that, bullet-headed, cleaves 
the scene, tossing a froth of fields and trees 
and billowing land alongside. 


Paced by idle clouds, we glide on a ruled diameter 

of green. Preserved from weather, tidy, on display, 
we are chosen fruits in a jar. Too soon, the far 

and faded hills become particular in color; 

too quickly the sea sparkles between them. The wide, 
rough, plough-measured miles are belittled to a park. 


In our space-splitting capsule, where the horses 
are diesel, time and the sun's heat suddenly seem 
indecently excluded, along with natural grime. 
Not special plums or pears, wearing blue ribbons 
for county fairs, no rare aristocrats of pleasure, 
we rompers to a popular shore arrive 

only a little chosen above the poor. Below our 
shelf of glass, cows brazenly chew, unamazed, 

as we pass, and scornfully ogle our wheels, 

their boredom real, and reassuring. 


EARLY MORNING: CAPE COD 


We wake to double blue: 
an ocean without sail, 
sky without a clue 

of white. 

Morning is a veil 

sewn of only two 
threads, one pale, 

one bright. 


We bathe as if in ink, 

but peacock-eyed and clear; 
a roof of periwink 

goes steep 

into a bell of air 

vacant to the brink. 

Far as we can peer 

is deep 


royal blue and shy 
iris, queen and king 
colors of low 

and high. 

Then dips 

a sickle wing, 

we hear a hinged cry: 
taut as from a sling 


downwhips 

a taunting gull. 

And now across our gaze 
asnowy hull 

appears; 

triangles 

along its stays 

break out to windpulls. 
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With creaking shears 
the bright 

gulls cut the veil 

in two, 

and many a clue 

on scalloped sail 

dots with white 

our double blue. 
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THE TIDE AT LONG POINT 


The sea comes up and the sun goes over 
The sea goes out and the sun falls 
The stubby shadow of the lighthouse pales 
stretches to a finger and inches east 
'The wind lifts from off the sea 
and curries and curries the manes of the dunes 
The pipers and the terns skate over 
tweaking the air with their talk 
In sky clean as a cat-licked dish 
clouds are sandbars bared by ebbing blue 


The hourglass is reversed 


The sea comes up and the moon peers over 
The sea goes out and the moon swells 
The shadow of the lighthouse thick as a boot 

is swiped by a whiskered beam 
The wind licks at the jetty stones 

The pipers and terns hunch on the spit 
hiding their necks and stilted feet 

The sky has caught a netful of stars 
The moon is a dory trolling them in 


The hourglass is reversed 


The sea comes up and the moon tips under 
The sea goes out and the sun looms 
The sun is a schooner making for harbor 
Shallops of cloud are adrift in the west 
The wind gallops the waves to a lather 
and lashes the grass that shines on the dunes 
The lighthouse looks at its twin in the water 
The pipers and terns preen on its brow 
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THE EVEN SEA 


Meekly the sea 
now plods to shore: 
white-faced cattle used to their yard, 
the waves, with weary knees, 
come back from bouldered hills 


of high water, 


where all the gray, rough day they seethed like bulls, 
till the wind laid down its goads 
at shift of tide, and sundown 
gentled them; with lowered necks 
they amble up the beach 


as to their stalls. 
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SUNDAY IN THE COUNTRY 


No wind-wakeness here. A cricket's creed 
intoned to the attentive wood all day. 

The sun's incessant blessing. Too much gold 
weighs on my head where I lay it in light. 
Angels climb through my lashes, their wings 
so white, every color clings there. Sky, 

deep and accusing in its blue, scrapes 

my conscience like a nail. I'm glad 

for the gray spider who, with torpid 

menace, mounts my shoe; for the skittish 

fly with his green ass and orange eyes, 

who wades in hairs of my arm to tickle 

his belly. Long grass, silky as a monk's 

beard, the blades all yellow-beamed. 
Corporeal self's too shapeful for this manger. 
I'm mesmerized by trumpet sun 

funneling hallelujah to my veins. 


Until, at the tabernacle's back, a blurt 

guffaw is heard. An atheistic stranger calls 

a shocking word. That wakes the insurrection! 
Wind starts in the wood, and strips the pompous 
cassocks from the pines. A black and 

impudent Voltairean crow has spoiled 

the sacrament. And I can rise and go. 


FOREST 


The pines, aggressive as erect tails of cats, 
bob their tips when the wind freshens. 


An alert breath like purring stirs below, 
where I move timid over humps of hair, 


crisp, shadow-brindled, heaving as if 
exhilarated muscular backs felt 


the wisps of my walking. Looking to sky, 
glaring then closing between the slow 


lashes of boughs, I feel observed: 
up high are oblong eyes that know, 


as their slits of green light 
expand, squeeze shut, expand, 


that I stand here. Suddenly I go, 
flick-eyed, hurrying over fur 


needles that whisper as if they weren't dead. 
My neck-hairs rise. The feline forest grins 


behind me. Is it about to follow? 
Which way out through all these whiskered yawns? 


A HAUNTED HOUSE 


Evil streams from that corner, beside the bookcase 
where the bulging mirror hangs. 

When flames rush in the grate 

and the paneled room, all tawny, is nude of shadow, 
there is a pallor of the air in that corner. 


In firelight the wicked eyes of portraits are seen 
to be only paint; the sallow books 

that have rubbed cheeks for a hundred years 
confess a gold title here and there; the dim carpet 
blushes beneath the table and reveals 


a threadbare rose. Still, there is a stench of horror 
in that corner. Is it evil or awe on a summer day 
inhabits the well of the stair, the black jaw 

of the chimney empty of fire, 

the horsehair sofa, the rug, 


the mahogany walls empty of red? Into the dull room 
the youthful light from the window, 

decantered through leaves, comes queerly. 

The convex mirror mimics on its eyeball 

a bulging room where everything is small 


and piped with silver as in a mezzotint. 
Pinched above the peephole of the window, 
the ceiling beams are ribs of a dusty fan, 
about to close on the light of the present, 
squeezing shut its green, wan frame. 


In that thick scope, a glass reversed, 

intently aimed upon the past, I can see 

my own brown head—remote, wizened as a nut. 
Fearfully familiar, it too wears the film of time. 
But this is time to come. Wonder, 


not horror, should thrum my spine and spike my eye. 
There is a haunting here, but not of evil. 

It is Time that breathes 

in a corner of the future. 

Time is the ghost of this house. 


NEWS FROM THE CABIN 


Hairy was here. 

He hung on a sumac seed pod. 

Part of his double tail hugged the crimson 
scrotum under cockscomb leaves— 
or call it blushing lobster claw, that swatch— 
a toothy match to Hairy's red skullpatch. 

Cried peek! Beaked it—chiselled the drupe. 

His nostril I saw, slit in a slate whistle. 

White-black dominoes clicked in his wings. 

Bunched beneath the dangle he heckled with holes, 
bellysack soft, eye a brad, a red-flecked 
mallet his ball-peen head, his neck its haft. 
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Scurry was here. 
He sat up like a six-inch bear, 
rocked on the porch with me; 
brought his own chair, his chow-haired tail. 
Ate a cherry I threw. 
Furry paunch, birchbark-snowy, pinecone-brown back, 
a jacket with sleeves to the digits. 
Sat put, pert, neat, in his suit and his seat, for a minute, 
a frown between snub ears, bulb-eyed head 
toward me sideways, chewed. 
Rocked, squeaked. Stored the stone in his cheek. 
Finished, fell to all fours, a little roan couch; 
flurried paws loped him off, prone-bodied, 
tail turned torch, sail, scarf. 
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Then, Slicker was here. 
Dipped down, cobalt and turquoise brushes 
fresh as paint. Gripped a pine-tassle, 
folded his flaunts, parted his pointed nib, and scrawled 
jeeab! on the air. 
Japanned so smooth, his head-peak and all his shaft: 
harsh taunts from that dovey shape, soft tints— 
nape and chin black-splintered, quilltips white-lashed. 
Javelin-bird, he slurred his color, 
left his ink-bold word here; flashed off. 
Morning prints his corvine noise elsewhere, 
while that green toss still quivers with his equipoise. 
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And Supple was here. 
Lives nearby at the stump. 
Trickled out from under, when the sun struck there. 
Mud-and-silver-licked, his length—a single spastic muscle— 
slid over stones and twigs to a snuggle of roots, and hid. 
I followed that elastic: loose 
unicolored knot, a noose he made as if unconscious. 
Until my shadow touched him: half his curd 
shuddered, the rest lay chill. 
I stirred: the ribbon raised a loop; 
its end stretched, then cringed like an udder; 
a bifid tongue, his only rapid, whirred 
in the vent; vertical pupils lit his hood. 
That part, a groping finger, hinged, stayed upright. 
Indicated what? That I stood 
in his light? I left the spot. 


THE HARP 


Where the trail bends, at morning 

a great harp is strung 

of saplings, and sunlight thrums a chord, 
crystal to jade, a green glissade, 

chrome to lapis lazuli. 


At crescendo of the noon 

a scarlet bird, the strings among, 
dips his passionate sharp wings 

and strokes the furnace-ruddy lyre, 
evoking a daemonic chord, 

the deathless, the death-dealing fire. 


Then, bent by wind, long bows are wrung. 
The clashing leaves 

skirl cymbals with a silver sun. 

Twanging gray in stealthy rain, 

a spent chord shivers and grieves. 


Where the trail to evening bends, 

the moon’s back-raveling hand, 

thin its glitter, the spectrum spanned, 
plucks upon a single wire 

a final chord: frail snake-eyes, 

clear burnoose purple and sapphire. 


EXECUTIONS 


I walk out on thongs of shadow, 
my back to the morning sun, 

the pines' dark quivers running 
up along their bow 


of sky: taut 
blue about to twang 
with the anguish 
of summer shot. 


October's target-mark on every leaf, 
on points of dew my shadow rips; light 
pierces wings of jays in flight: 
they shout my grief. 


Ring, locusts: murder 
is prepared: 

shorn fair pine hair 
litters the ground; swords 


already have beheaded 
mushrooms: black necks rot 

in these sunny grottos 
that sumac, blood-beaded, 


drapes. And ghastly fern 
here frightens me—spanned 

like my light-catching hands— 
a design for urns. 


By stride escaped to the meadow, 
I think that mound, that haul 

of sun a health of yellow still 
safe from the killer shadow: 


but all is beaten flat; torn 
shucks in the flogging place, 
pale corpses surpliced 
with light. Then hearse-horns 


of macabre crows 
sweep over; gibbet-masks 

they cut on blue. I wade in husks, 
in broken shafts of arrows. 


THE DAY MOON 


The day moon, a half ball of snow vaulting 
the mountain, was thrown last night by the level east 
from a heavy fist. 


Its chunk, of metal, passed the pole among the pelting 
stars, one curve sliced, the other cupped 
in the upright dark, of charcoal. Looped 


the parabola of west, lost weight and glamour, 
a plaster socket, kneecap-shaped, or as if hammer- 
dented. Porous, marrow-old, dawn tossed 


it lower. Shrank in the pink net of the sun, a shell 
so light no pitch could give it force. Fell 
on cold and solid morning, an almost-ball 


rolled by a hard hand. Halts 
so, until the day aloft the mountain melts, 
softens it, bitten wafer, slips it down. 


SPRING UNCOVERED 


Gone the scab of ice that kept it snug, 
the lake is naked. 


Skins of cloud on torn blue: 
sky is thin. 


A cruelty, the ribs of trees 
ribboned by sun's organdy. 


Forsythia's yellow, delicate rags, 
flip in the wind. 


Wind buckles the face of the lake; 
it flinches under a smack of shot. 


Robbed of stoic frost, grass 
bleeds from gaffs of the wind. 


Rock, ridging the lake, 
unchapped of its snowcloth, quakes. 


But autumn fruits upon the water, 
plumage of plum, and grape, and pumpkin bills: 


Two mallards ride, are sunny baskets; 
they bear ripe light. 


And a grackle, fat as burgundy, 
gurgles on a limb. 


His bottle-glossy feathers 
shrug off the wind. 


HER MANAGEMENT 


She does not place, relate, or name 
the objects of her hall, 

nor bother to repair her ceiling, 
sweep her floor, or paint a wall 
symmetrical with mountains; 


cylindrical her tent 

is pitched of ocean on one side 
and—rakish accident— 
forest on the other. 

Granular, her rug 


of many marbles, or of roots, 

or needles, or a bog— 

outrageous in its pattern; 

the furniture is pine 

and oak and birch and beech and elm: 


the water couch is fine. 

Mottled clouds, and lightning rifts, 
leaking stars, and whole 

gushing moons despoil her roof. 
Contemptuous of control, 


she lets a furnace burn all day, 

she lets the winds be wild. 

Broken, rotting, shambled things 
lie where they like, are piled 

on the same tables with her sweets, 


her fruits, and scented stuffs. 

Her management is beauty. 

Of careless silks and roughs, 
rumpled rocks, the straightest rain, 
blizzards, roses, crows, 


April lambs and graveyards 
she chances to compose 

a rich and sloven manor. 
Her prosperous tapestries 
are too effusive in design 


for our analyses— 

we, who through her textures move, 
we specks upon her glass, 

who try to place, relate and name 


all things within her mass. 





